


JTmYorlc,Ba>7is?i&n>y W M. VAN D ERBEEK 'vJamtj47PBroadway. 

JBosWw OLIVER OITSON — FIRTH,POND4 V.MwTorlt. 

accor&y a At of Co* 4 na^lJ 643 iy WTVa*MK/*JoT'ma& Strict ffist tiVi, Subnet t»usl ofih* Scutkemdirtria oflfarYorh. 



| AW 














.... :... tr •• • ' 

... ; . ■ 


' ’ - ;* v n • • 



V", 


S ASS SOCCI . 


3 

































































5 



2 


There are plenty of sorrows to chill us, 

And trouble lasts on to the grave , 

But the coldest glacier has jts rose tint' — 

And foam rides the gloomiest wave . 

Ah! hope will spring up from its ashes, 

With plumage as bright as before , 

And pleasure like lamps- in a palace , 

When extinct you need only light more . 

3 . 

There are fire-flies sparkling by myriads , 

And the fountain wave dances in light , 
Hark! the Mandolin’s first notes awaken , 

And soft steps break the silence of night, 
Then come all ye young and ye graceful, 

Come gjy, as the lovely should be , 

There’s enough of this world’s toil ,,and trouble , 
So let one night pass, —Sans Souci . 






























